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S HAKE-SES ARE. 8 

That they behold and lee- not what they fee ; 

They know whatbeautic is.fee where it lyes, 

Y et what the heft is ,takc the word to be. 

If eyes corrupt by ouet-partfall lookes. 

Be anchord in the baye where a!l men ride. 

Why of eyes falfchood hall thou forged hookes. 
Whereto "the iudgement of my heart is tide? 

Why fhould my heart tbinke that a feucrall plot. 

Which my heart knowes the wide worlds common place? 
Or mine eyes feeing this, fay this is trot 
To put faire truth vpon fo fcule a face. 

In things right true my heart and eyes haue erred. 
And to this falls plague are they now transferred; 
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TT/ Hen my loue fwcarcsthat Hie is made of truth, 

** i d 0 beleeue her though I know fbe lyes. 

That fhe might tliinke me fomevntuterd youth, 
Viilearned in the worlds fade iubcilties. 

Thus vainely thinking that fhe thinkes me young. 
Although fire knowes my dayes arc pad the bed. 

Simply I credit her falfe fpeaking tongue. 

On both fades thus is fimple truth fuppreft ; 

But wherefore faves fhe not fhe is vniuft ? 

And wherefore fay not I that I am old ? 

O loues bed habit is in feeming truft, . 

And age in louc,louesnot t haue ycares told. 

Therefore I.lyc with her,and flie with me, 

And in our faults by lyes wc flattered be. 
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O Call not-me to iudifie the wrong, 

That thy vnkindneffehyes vpon my heart, 
Wound me not with thine ey e but with thy toung. 

Vie powerwith power, and flay me notby Art, 

Tell methou lou’ft eife-where;but in my fight, 

Deare heart forbeare to glance thine eye afide. 

What needftthou. wound with cunning when thy might 


S O N N E T S. 

Is more then my orc-pred defence car bide? 

Let me cxcule thee,ah my loue w'ell knowes, 

Her prcctie lookes haue bccne mine enemies. 

And therefore from my face fhe curnes my foes. 

That they clfe-where might dart their iniuries-t 
Yet do not fo.but fince I am neerc fininc, 

Kill me out-right with lookes, and rid my paine. 
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B Ewifeasthou artcruell,do notprefle 

My toung-tide patience with too much difdaine: 
Lead fbrrow lend me words and words expiefle, * 

The manner of my pittie wanting paine. 

Ifl might teach thee witte better it weare. 

Though not to loue, yet loue to tell me fo, 

As tefiie fick-men w henthtir deaths be neere. 

No newes but health from their Phifitioiis know. 

For if I fhould difpaire 1 fhould grow madde. 

And in my tnadneffe might fpeakc ill of thcc. 

Now this ill wrtfting world is growne fo bad, 

Madde flanderers by madde earcs beleeued be. 

That I may not be fo, nor thou be lyde, (w ide. 

Bcarc thine eyes draight , though thy proud heart goe 
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*1 N faith I doe not loue thee with mine eyes, 
i For they in thcea thoufand errors note. 

But ’tis my heart that loues what they difpife. 

Who in difpigdt of view ispleafd to dote. 

Nor are mine cares w itfi thy toungs tune delighted. 

Nor tender feeling to bafe touches prone. 

Nor tafte, nor.fmeB, defire to be inuited 
To any fenfuall feaft with rher alone : . 

But my fiue wits, nor my flue fences can . 

Difwade one foolifli heart from feruing thee, 

Wholeaues vnfwafd the likeneffe of a man. 

Thy proud hearts flaue and vaffall wretch to be t 
Onely my plague thus farre I count my gaine. 

That fhe that makes me finne,awards me paine. 

1 a Loue 
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